God  make  us  men  whose  aim  ’twill  be, 
Not  to  defend  some  v/orn-out  creed, 
But  to  live  out  the  lav/s  of  Christ 

In  every  thought  and  word  and  deed. 

God  make  us  men!  God  make  us  men! 

Patient,  courageous,  strong  and  true ; 
With  vision  clean  and  mind  equip’d. 

His  will  to  learn,  his  work  to  do. 

God  make  us  men  with  hearts  ablaze. 

All  truth  to  love,  all  v/rong  to  hate ; 
These  are  the  patriots  nations  need. 

These  are  the  bulv/arks  of  the  state. 
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From  the  Editor's  Remington 

Because  of  the  fact  that  the  printing  of  the  Lake  Breeze  is  done  by 
Kable  Brothers,  Mount  Morris,  111.,  the  copy  must  leave  our  hands  before 
any  results  from  any  of  the  contests  except  the  aquatic  meet  could  be  ob- 
tained. We  are  sorry  that  we  couldn’t  hold  up  and  give  you  the  final  sport 
returns,  but  it  just  couldn’t  be  done.  The  only  record  we  have  at  present  is 
the  one  made  by  the  Victrola  Company. 


Camp  of  the 
^ - Fold  - Life 


Camp  of  the 
10  0 Fires 


Say!  Wasn’t  that  a cracker-jack  of  a talk  Prof.  Warmingham  gave  us 
at  Hillside  Wednesday  night?  Gee!  If  we  had  the  ability  of  description 
that  guy  has  we  wouldn’t  have  to  worry  about  getting  enough  stuff  to  fill  up 
the  columns  of  this  worthy  sheet.  It  certainly  was  a peach  of  a talk  and  we 
appreciated  it  a lot.  Come  again. 


Mr.  Richard. 

Accidents  will  happen  in  the  best  regulated  camps  and  families.  The 
leaders’  inter-group  baseball  game  on  Monday  afternoon  was  the  scene  of  a 
very  regrettable  incident  which  has  deprived  the  camp  of  the  services  and  the 
fellowship  of  Frank  S.  Richard,  chief  inspector  and  all-round  fine  fellow. 
He  was  struck  by  a baseball  bat  which  escaped  the  grip  of  the  hitter  and  the 
result  was  a bad  break  of  Mr.  Richard’s  collar  bone.  Kawinjag,  who  was 
surgeon’s  assistant  at  the  hospital,  says  that  Mr.  Richard’s  gameness  under 
the  pain  of  the  setting  of  the  bone  was  mighty  fine  to  see.  The  Chief  Inspector 
is  the  original  hard-luck  guy.  Last  camp,  he  was  a victim  of  severe  boils. 
This  year,  it  is  a serious  fracture.  But  like  the  true  Kansan,  whose  emblem  is 
the  sunflower,  he  always  comes  up  smiling.  Fifteen  rahs  for  Richard! 
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The  Aquatic  Meet 


WATER  is  water  to  the  Four  Fold 
fellows  of  Lake  Geneva,  and  the 
rougher  the  surf  the  better  they  like  it. 
This  was  shown  by  the  way  they  entered 
the  aquatic  meet,  Tuesday  afternoon, 
at  the  landing  pier.  Regardless  of  the 
heavy  lake,  the  boys  displayed  some  first 
class  svdmming  and  diving.  The  funny 
side  shows  up  in  every  meet  and  this  one 
was  no  exception.  In  trjdng  some  fancy 
dives,  one  bird  ran  out  on  the  board  and 
simply  jumped  off  in  a sitting  position. 
Of  course  he  had  an  alibi — swimmers 
always  do  and  that  beforehand.  He  said, 
“I  tried  to  jump,  hit  the  board  in  a sitting 
position,  and  sprung  up  again.”  Can 
you  imagine  that?  “Swede”  Swenson 
outclassed  all  his  rivals  in  the  spoon  and 
egg  race,  finishing  eight  yards  in  the  lead, 
but  was  disqualified  for  not  carrying 
spoon  and  egg  up  on  the  dock.  “Pet” 
Knowles  of  the  Dakotas  showed  great 
form  in  the  diving  events,  taking  both 


RACE  FOR  THE  SHIELD. 

ON  FIRST  thought  we  were  going  to 
print  the  standing  of  the  tribes  as 
this  issue  of  Lake  Breeze  went  to  press, 
but  on  second  and  sober  thought  we  de- 
cided that  there  wouldn’t  be  any  news 
value  to  the  story,  and  besides,  things 
hadn’t  gotten  far  enough  along  to  really 
tell  who  was  ahead  (keep  quiet,  you  Crow- 
feet). 

The  race  for  the  tribal  shield  has  been 
hot  this  year,  every  single  tribe  straining 
every  muscle  and  brain  cell  to  come  out 
on  top  of  the  heap.  The  Crowfeet  were 
given  a good  lead  by  the  fact  that  for  a 
long  time  they  were  the  only  tribe  to  be 
given  a chance  at  the  council  stunts  and 
were  one  of  the  winners  in  the  Pirate 
and  Miser  game. 

But  the  other  tribes  fought  hard  to 
overcome  this  lead,  the  Dakotas  coming 
within  striking  distance  of  the  Crowfeet 
total  early  in  the  week  mainly  through 
the  efforts  of  her  tournament  men.  The 
Navajos,  by  vanning  the  treasure  hunt 
and  the  aquatic  meet,  took  a big  jump. 
The  rest  of  the  gang  seemed  to  be  in 
pretty  much  of  a muddle  in  the  second 
division — for  awhile. 

To  the  winning  tribe  (Ouija  has  told 
us  who  it  will  be  but  made  us  promise 
to  keep  it  a secret),  we  extend  our  hearty 
congratulations.  That’s  the  pep. 


plain  and  fancy  dives.  Bodley  of  the 
Crowfeet  showed  up  best  in  the  dashes. 

Results  of  events  vdth  first  place  men 
of  each  heat  only: 

Twenty-yard  dash:  Bodley,  Crowfeet; 

H.  Eyman,  Navajo;  D.  Clark. 

Forty-yard  dash  on  back:  Miner,  Sus- 
quehanna; Mack,  Dakota;  Bellman,  Iro- 
quois. 

Egg  and  spoon  race : Slaymaker,  Navajo ; 
Burns,  Iroquois;  Henderson,  Blackfeet. 

Forty-yard  dash:  Bodley,  Crowfeet; 

Wallis,  Iroquois;  H.  Eyman,  Navajo. 

Plain  dive:  Knowles,  Dakota;  J.  Four- 
djme,  C.  Parker,  tie;  Post. 

•Twenty-yard  dash  on  back,  no  hands: 
first  heat,  man  did  not  report;  Bolander, 
Susquehanna;  Mack,  Dakotas. 

Fancy  dive:  Knowles,  Dakotas;  N. 

Fourdyce;  H.  Eyman,  Navajo. 

The  relay  was  won  by  the  Navajos; 
team:  Fields,  Dewy,  Eyman. 


KIDDING  CAPT.  KIDD. 

i i Y^ATS  the  matter?” 

» » “What’s  all  the  running?  Where 
are  they  going?” 

“We  don’t  know,”  shouted  a runner  as 
the  line  of  half-savage,  heavy  breathing 
braves  from  the  Conference  Point  reserva- 
tion sped  along  toward  Williams  Bay. 

But  those  on  the  inside  knew  that  all 
of  the  six  tribes  were  hot  on  the  trail  of 
the  famous  $160,000  treasure  in  the 
possession  of  a witch — a relic  of  by-gone 
days.  Every  now  and  then  one  of  the 
braves  would  take  a tumble  into  some 
secluded  water  hole,  but  it  takes  more 
than  mud  to  stop  a gang  bent  on  reaching 
a valuable  treasure  first. 

All  of  the  trails  led  to  the  baseball 
field — eventually,  and  the  human  ouija 
board  was  disguised  in  a rain  coat  about 
ten  inches  too  large  every  way,  includiug 
the  fourth  dimension.  By  the  old  process 
of  torture  at  the  stake,  the  secret  was 
pumped  from  the  old  lady  of  the  moon. 
But  it  required  some  more  trail  running  to 
reach  the  spot.  The  Navajos  were  the 
first  to  drop  into  the  old  stone  pit,  fol- 
lowed closely  by  the  Iroquois. 

After  about  three  rounds,  or  innings, 
of  hot  dogs  and  some  songs,  followed 
by  a prayer,  the  hunt  was  officially  aban- 
doned. The  presidents  and  vice  presi- 
dents remained  to  put  out  the  fires. 
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Sports 


Jeff? 

Harley? 

Watty? 


VICTORS  VS.  ALLIES. 

IN  THE  second  game  between  the 
Victors  and  the  Allies,  the  former 
walloped  the  third  year  men  to  the  tune 
of  5-3.  The  game  was  close  and  hotly 
contested  from  the  first  “play  ball!”  to 
the  last  “yer  out!” 

Gillespie  and  Abernathy  both  pitched 
faultless  ball  for  their  respective  teams, 
and  the  contest  rested  on  their  shoulders. 

The  Allies  are  scheduled  to  play  the 
Gideonites  and  as  soon  as  they  have 
played,  the  championship  game  of  the 
camps  will  take  place. 


ATHLETIC  MEET. 

T T IS  with  deep  regret  that  we  are  forced 
to  go  to  press  before  the  results  from 
the  athletic  meet  can  be  obtained.  The 
meet  is  one  of  the  big  events  in  the  life 
of  the  camp. 

Last  year  some  dandy  records  were 
made,  but  according  to  our  sporting 
editor,  some  better  ones  are  going  to  be 
made  this  year. 

The  track  meet  will  have  quite  a lot  ot 
infiuence  in  the  standing  of  the  tribes — 
or  so  it  appears  at  this  writing. 

Go  to  it,  you  huskies!  We’re  for  you! 

It’s  our  bet  that  either  the  Susques., 
Daks.,  Navs.,  Blacks.,  Iros.,  or  Crows., 
win  it.  Want  to  take  it  up? 


TOURNAMENTS. 

TN  CAMP  this  year  we  are  having  a 
fine  quoits  and  horse  shoe  tournament. 
Nearly  every  fellow  is  entered  in  one  or 
both  of  these  games.  Mr.  Charles  Fisher, 
of  California,  has  charge  of  this  division 
of  the  sports  and  he  says,  “It  surely  keeps 
me  busy,  now  that  so  many  point  claims 
are  being  turned  in.” 

So  far,  it  is  not  possible  to  determine 
how  the  tournament  will  come  out,  as  not 
all  first  series  games  have  been  played. 

The  quoits  and  horse  shoes  furnish  an 
interesting  pastime  for  the  fellows.  This 
is  really  more  important  than  the  deter- 
mining of  a winner  or  Camp  champion. 


That  dip  is  mighty  cold,  but  according 
to  those  who  ought  to  know,  council  water 
is  colder. 


Don? 

Johnny? 

Stright? 


BREAKING  THE  SABBATH? 

BE  or  not  to  be,  that  is  the  question. 

Or  at  least  it  was  the  question, 
Sunday  night.  Some  folks  who  are  con- 
scientious about  the  fourth  command- 
ment object  to  Sunday  baseball — but  they 
never  played  it  the  Geneva  way. 

After  the  vesper  service,  the  chiefs  were 
sent  over  to  the  council  circle  with  a chair 
apiece.  And  then  it  was  announced  to 
the  somewhat  horrified  “.Sunday-school 
boys”  that  we  were  going  to  play  baseball 
on  Sunday.  Ray  Watson,  who  wasn’t 
wise  to  the  game,  made  a stand  against 
playing  the  game.  It  was  a mighty  nervy 
thing  to  do  and  Ray  is  to  be  complimented 
on  the  way  he  stood  up  for  what  he  thought 
was  right.  However,  a vote  was  taken  and 
the  majority  decided  that  we  should  play. 

Retiring,  or  repairing,  as  the  poet  would 
say,  to  the  council  circle  we  started  the 
game.  Great  fun  wasn’t  it?  Some  of  the 
Biblical  questions  asked  the  batter  made 
some  of  the  teachers  scratch  their  heads. 
Of  course,  the  ump  had  to  throw  out  some 
of  the  questions,  but  the  majority  of  them 
were  real  questions  concerning  Biblical 
tacts.  Quite  a few  Biblical  Babe  Ruths 
were  developed  during  the  evening.  That’s 
a good  game  to  take  home  with  you.  But 
be  sure  the  deacons  know  what  kind  of 
Sunday  baseball  you  are  teaching  the 
young  hopefuls. 


FROM  THE  DOCK. 
l\/rR.  ROGERS  reports  that  a big 
bunch  of  fellows  have  been  working 
on  their  aquatic  part  of  the  medal  qualifi- 
cations. He  also  reports  that  a much 
larger  crowd  than  last  year  is  working 
on  the  life  saving  emblems.  That’s  the 
stuff!  Let’s  see  how  many  medals  and 
emblems  w^e  can  drag  down  this  year. 

Mr.  Rogers’  classes,  who  have  been 
serving  as  life  guards  during  the  swimming 
hour,  have  been  doing  great  work,  haven’t 
they?  We  certainly  are  thankful  for  them 
and  are  still  more  thankful  that  we  didn’t 
have  to  use  them. 


The  camp  was  turned  into  a regular 
Salem,  Mass.,  Monday  night.  Witches 
were  burned  at  the  stake  ’n  everything. 
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SUNDAY  SERVICES. 

JULY  4 in  the  camp  of  the  Four  Fold 
Life  was  celebrated  in  great  style.  The 
first  thing  on  deck  was  flag  raising.  The 
Christian  flag,  the  only  one  that  is  ever 
put  above  the  Stars  and  Stripes  was 
followed  by  the  American  flag  and  then 
by  the  Union  Jack.  As  each  was  raised 
into  place,  some  representative  gave 
a short  talk  on  the  significance  of  each. 
King,  a native  of  bonny  Scotland,  spoke 
for  the  L^nion  Jack,  Earl  Alban,  the 
felloe'  who  risked  his  tough  hide  to  get  the 
big  flag-pole  ready,  then  spoke  for  the 
American  flag  and  Nicholson,  of  West 
Virginia,  closed  up  with  a fine  representa- 
tion of  the  Christian  flag.  From  the 
small  pole  we  all. went  over  to  the  big  pole 
and  raised  Old  Glory  high  over  the  point 
to  celebrate  our  birthday. 

Then  at  nine  forty-five,  Sunda5"  school 
met  in  the  chapel.  The  program  was 
mainly  patriotic,  to  carry  out  the  cele- 
bration of  the  foiu’th.  While  no  fire  works 
were  present,  the  effect  was  fully  as  good. 
To  start  things.  Scoop  Alarshall,  of 
West  Virginia,  made  a dandy  talk,  using 
as  his  subject  John  Hancock’s  famous 
statement  that  he  would  “sign  his  name 
large  so  that  George  wouldn’t  have  to  use 
spectacles  to  read  it.”  Scoop  urged  us  aU 
to  make  everj’  step  a bold  one  and  to  be 
vnUing  to  defy  the  world  in  standing  up 
for  what  we  think  is  right. 

Aiter  a short  worship  ser\dce  along 
patriotic  lines,  the  classes  met  in  tribe 
groups.  While  out,  a collection  and  sub- 
scription for  scholarships  was  taken  and 
the  report  showed  a good  sum,  but  not 
enough  to  beat  the  girls  of  last  year’s 
camp.  So  dollar  pledges  were  called  for 
and  when  the}'  quit  rolling  in,  the  total 
was  over  S400.  That  is  a camp  record. 

After  a brief  closing  exercise  and  inter- 
mission, Waon,  camp  pastor,  preached 
the  annual  sermon.  Being  so  different 
from  an  ordinary  sermon,  it  made  a deep 
impression  on  every  fellow.  So  ended  the 
morning  of  the  seventh  day. 


VESPER. 

X^VERY  old  camper  looks  forward 
more  and  more  ever}'  year  to  the 
vesper  services,  and  after  this  year  we 
will  all  look  forward  to  it  still  more. 
Kavinjag  always  brings  the  message  and 
this  year  he  was  certainly  up  to  form. 
He  took  the  story  of  Caleb  choosing  the 
land  for  his  inheritance.  It  was  a stirring 
message,  urging  us  to  pick  hard  jobs  if 


we  expect  to  grow.  The  whole  keynote 
was  work.  Every  fellow  went  awav  from 
the  Tipi  with  his  head  up  and  shoulders 
back,  ready  to  wade  right  in,  pick  the 
hard  job,  and  carry  it  through  to  success. 
V e also  got  a new  friendship  with  a new 
Bible  character,  Caleb,  a real  man,  a real 
fighter  and  a real  Christian. 

Nothing  in  camp  has  so  uplifted  us  as 
this  has,  and  we  are  sure  that  every  fellow 
will  be  back  next  year,  on  hand  to  hear 
another  such  talk  as  that. 


WE  BOSS  OURSELVES. 

'^UESDAY  evening  about  five  o’clock, 
the  headquarters  staff,  camouflaged 
in  the  garb  of  ci\'ilization,  staged  a sneak 
from  the  camp.  TSTiither  they  went  we 
know  not,  nor  do  we  care  particiflarly, 
but  we  were  given  the  freedom  of  the  camp 
v'ithout  a single  leader  except  the  group 
leaders  in  camp.  The  camp  was  in  our 
power  and  we  were  to  do  with  it  what  we 
darned  pleased. 

The  chiefs  and  the  pups  were  the  repre- 
sentatives of  law  and  order.  The  former 
sat,  all  pompous  like,  at  the  leaders’  table. 
Johnny  Bacon  was  vested  with  the  official 
quietus,  and  when  he  blew  Kavin jag’s 
whistle,  things  quieted  up  as  per  usual; 

even  the  honorable  of closed  their 

traps. 

The  prodigals  returned  in  time  for 
Hillside,  and  Johnny  had  to  give  up  the 
whistle — a king  for  an  evening. 

The  smooth  way  in  which  everything 
ran  demonstrated  that  Geneva  fellows 
can  be  trusted  to  the  limit.  As  Kinji  said, 
the  test  of  a fellow  is  his  ability  to  be 
trusted.  So  far  as  we  know,  we  puUed 
through  in  pretty  good  shape.  It  was 
worth  while,  wasn’t  it,  fellows’? 


EVENING  DEVOTIONS. 

/^NE  of  the  most  inspirational  periods 
during  the  day  is  the  bed-time  devo- 
tions in  each  tent  and  cottage. 

Sitting,  standing,  sprawled  over  the 
bed  or  in  some  other  informal  position, 
each  fellow  comes  to  Jesus  at  the  close 
of  the  day,  thanking  Him  for  the  many 
things  he  did  for  us. 

These  little  ser\'ices  can’t  be  described, 
nor  can  they  be  forgotten. 


Gee,  but  didn’t  those  chiefs  look  digni- 
fled  at  the  leaders’  table  Tuesday  night? 
They  were  as  sober  as  though  they  were 
attending  John  Barleycorn’s  funeral. 
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Squalls 


An  eye  for  an  eye,  and  Vicker’s  eye  met 
“her”  eye;  then  because  he  couldn’t  stand 
the  brightness,  he  involuntarily  closed  one 
eye.  Too  bad  he  didn’t  wait  a few  minutes, 
because  a dog  soldier  was  looking  at  the 
precise  moment.  A cold  reception  was 
accorded  him  later  in  the  council. 


We’ve  got  our  opinion  of  the  guy  who 
would  write  ten  sheets  to  a girl,  but  the 
guy  who  made  her  pay  the  postage  on  it 
takes  the  rubber  hatchet.  You  tell  ’em, 
chiefs,  we’re  only  brave (s). 


Bow-wow,  some  poor  fellow  picked  up 
the  cry.  B-r-r-r. 


Did  you  ever  see  a field  covered  with  ice 
in  the  middle  of  July?  Ask  Frankie  how 
come. 


It  takes  some  old-time  pep  for  a guy  to 
admit  he  was  wrong  and  then  smile  while 
he  was  getting  his  reward  for  his  slipping 
from  the  trail. 


Smitty  wants  to  know  how  the  sam  hill 
files  the  rocks  on  the  path  to  the  dip  every 
day.  Will  the  guilty  person  please  make 
' the  proper  amends  by  removing  said 
rocks? 


From  all  reports  obtainable,  the  leaders 
didn’t  spend  the  time  they  were  absent 
from  camp  mooning  around  wishing  they 
were  back. 


According  to  physics  a body  will  replace 
its  own  weight  in  water.  Wonder  how  high 
the  lake  rises  every  afternoon  about  5 
o’clock.  Let’s  see,  203  fellows  at,  say,  130 
pounds  apiece.  Now  that  will  make  about 
umptysteenths  of  an  inch.  If  you  don’t 
believe  it  figure  it  out  for  yourself  like  we 
did. 


Jack  Gillespie  has  developed  a new  jazz 
ball.  It’s  tuff  on  the  batters.  How  about 
it.  Freshmen? 


Some  guy  got  a paper  from  home  which 
said  that  the  temperature  was  hovering 
around  the  95  mark.  Send  a little  of  it 
this  way  about  dip  time,  will  you? 


Somebody  hinted  that  the  Dakotas  had  a 
little  trouble  in  locating  one  of  their  mes- 
sages in  the  treasure  hunt  Monday  night. 
For  further  particulars  see  Jeff  Wood. 


Swede  is  on  the  war  path.  He  claims 
that  just  as  he  made  a surface  dive  for 
the  bottom,  some  one  moved  it  out  from 
under  him.  Woe  be  unto  that  person. 


Reports  from  the  outside  world  say  that 
Cox  and  Harding  are  to  be  the  chief 
combatants.  We  still  contend  that  both 
conventions  made  a mistake.  It  ought  to 
have  been  Charlie  Chaplin  or  Babe  Ruth. 


Pals,  here’s  a tip  straight  from  the 
shoulder:  Don’t  ever  try  to  put  anything 
over  on  Kinji  either  by  word  or  deed. 
It  just  can’t  be  did. 


Doesn’t  it  seem  natural  to  have  Wad- 
jepi  out  in  front  leading  his  trusty  (or 
rusty)  braves  in  the  execution  of  the 
pathetic  ballad,  Johnny  Smoker? 


Newt  says  Swede  is  a crazy  fish.  Newt 
is  still  running. 


GREAT  STUFF,  GIDEONITES. 

GIDEONITES,wehandittoyou.  Your 
name  certainly  fits  you.  Fletch  says 
you’re  a perfectly  normal  bunch  after  all. 
Compared  to  your  predecessors,  you  are 
a slight  bit  better.  There  is  one  Gideonite 
who  came  within  two  points  all  the  way 
across  of  being  a perfect  four-fold  man,  and 
his  average  was  between  sixty  and  seventy. 
That’s  the  kind  of  men  we  want.  But, 
nevertheless,  guys,  if  you  weren’t  four- 
fold when  you  came,  you  will  be  before 
Waon  and  Fletch  get  through  with  you. 


